144             MR PODD OF BORNEO
"African slaves have a reputation for greed. You must
eat this cous-cous with gusto or arouse suspicion."
" I am eating it with disgusto, sir," said Archibald.
" I do not know this makan. But it is the most dis-
gusting possible. Its cook, if I may say so, ought to
be punished severely."
"To those who know the cous-cous, it is a great
delicacy," explained his master. " But one has to be
brought up to it. ... Good Podd, summon all your
courage and persevere. However hard it may be, we
must finish the dish to show appreciation of the com-
pliment the Rajah of Tidtatau has paid us. Otherwise
the consequences may be severe. Remember, all
Africans delight in cous-cous. And you are an African
slave."
"They must be queer peoples, these Africans,"
commented Archibald. "Had I known all, I would
never have been an African."
He paused politely, anxious that his master should
not miss his turn of dipping his hand in the bowl
He had noticed him exhibit a tendency to do so.
" It is a dish of great sustaining power/' went on
M'Whizzle. " The Arabs eat a meal of it before going
on a journey, say across the desert of Sahara. They
do not want another for several days. Don't stop.
You'll find the taste grows on you/*
Thus encouraged, Archibald gallantly finished the
remainder of the dish. It was one of the few meals he
did not feel the better for, but his master was in a
worse case if a pale-green complexion were any
symptom. There was some talk; of performing the
mango trick, but the drinking of coffee, prepared, the